voice, 'Did you see her? The woman in the pleated white skirt? That
was Countess Klohnbach. She bowed to me. Do you think anyone
could have seen her bow to me?'

Frossia remained cold.

*I never noticed her. "Was it Countess Klohnbach? I had no idea you
knew her.*

'But of course, I did,' Lilian was indignant. 'What is the matter with
you, Frossia? You are talking nonsense.'

Tou are.5

But Lilian had wholly forgotten the limited army scene of her past.
Her mind now definitely absorbed in escaping abroad, was living in a
world she had never known. She could almost see herself in Paris,
Nice, Berlin, her lips were silently shaping the loud-sounding words,
'Comtesse de Garonne'. The name might do in Germany, but, un-
fortunately, not in France ... In France the name would have to be
given a different twist, German or Norwegian, perhaps . . .

'Of course, we knew the Klohnbachs very well,' she repeated, 'Why,
do you not remember?'

Then Frossia realized that icy remoteness and anger were futile. Nor
could she bring herself to laugh at Lilian. Frossia wished she might
take that garishly painted face between her hands and say: 'Have your
dreams if you like. I have mine. But do go away. You cannot live in
this country and go on taking from everybody and giving nothing at
all. It is dangerous as well as stupid. Perhaps, in some foreign city, life
may be really harsh and unkind to you, and you might learn to give/
but such things could not be said to Lilian.

'Be careful with your ring,' Frossia said instead, having seen one or
two militiamen on the fringe of the market square. The day was so hot
that the familiar shoddy scene almost lacked movement. The very
timber of the few stalls looked warped. People went about slowly,
listlessly. Frossia could smell rotten cabbages and offal. Huge flies were
crawling about as they passed between two rows of stalls. A woman
had just bought a bottle of hair lotion with something French on the
label. She caught sight of Frossia and pulled at her sleeve.

'Please, what does it say?'

Frossia translated. The woman's face went angrily purple.

'Hair lotion? And that rat told me it was some vegetable oil, good
for cooking, he said,' and she rushed back to where a man, in an
irreproachable khaki tunic, stood selling his bottles. That man was
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